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the Philippines. The time passed quickly in his com-
pany, so that the bell began to ring for Vespers before he
had shown me all.
'And is there nothing, Father/ I ventured to ask, 'in
your sacristy that is old, curious, or holy ?'
He did not reply for a time, and then quite suddenly
the bell stopped, and he turned towards me.
' Nothing you would care for/ he said quickly;' perhaps,
to-morrow . . ./ and then, after he had made me promise
to return there to sleep that night, he bade me good-bye*
After Vespers I set out for Avila, scarcely more than
a mile away on her hill. As I passed the great Convento
de Agustinas, coming into the city at last, as I always
preferred to do, by the Puerta S. Teresa, it was of the
great saint I was thinking, and it seemed to me for a
moment that it was easy to renounce the world in a land
without trees, flowers, or birds.
I came to the inn at last, to find it full of tourists,
Americans, who under the guidance of one of their
number had been * doing' the city, as they informed me.
They seemed to think I should be glad of their company.
At dinner, which is an early meal in Avila, they told
each other of their adventures. But he who was the
leader and guide began to speak of Santo Tomds in a
loud voice, so that we all might benefit by his knowledge.
I did not hear the beginning of his discourse, for I was
talking with an old Spaniard who sat beside me; but my
attention was caught when I heard him say, *... so I
spat right there on the tomb, and the monk didn't dare
say anything, but he just looked: I can't tell you easily
how he looked.'
My Spanish friend moved in his seat and asked me,
'It is of the tomb of Torquemada that he speaks?1 I
did not know, but at his request I asked.
'Yes, sir, I 'm telling you, aren't I ?   I spat right there